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“Greenlight!” 


The sound of her name pulls her out of her own thoughts just 
in time for her to see Gauge rushing to meet her, bouncing 
out their front door ahead of Arcee like she might fly away 
if only she tries hard enough. Greenlight catches her around 
the middle and pulls her close, ducking to catch the scent of 
new life and hope from the curve of her neck. Arcee steps in 
and wraps her arms around both of them, catching Gauge’s 
giggles between their sparks. 


Gauge snuggles into them for all of three seconds before she 
begins to wriggle, little feet probing for the ground they’d 
been so keen to escape. Greenlight can’t remember a moment 
yet that Gauge hasn’t been moving. The memory of another 
little body lying still and cold stings her spark and she sets 
Gauge down still within the protection of their embrace, 
hands light on her shoulders. Arcee’s fall over top of hers, 
entwining their fingers there. 


“Missed me that much, hm?” Greenlight asks, offering them 
both the closest thing she can manage to a smile. It’s harder 
with that little face, open and curious and excited, pointed 
up at her. She has to look at Arcee instead, not that it’s much 
better having those silent questions bore through to her core. 
“Does that mean I’m the favorite?” 


Gauge gasps, then whirls to throw her arms around Arcee’s 
waist and snuggle into her belly. 


“Noo,” she whines, not quite covering her giggles. “Don’t say 
that! You'll make Arcee sad, look.” 


Arcee, for her part, is too awed to play along with being sad. 
Her arms wrap around Gauge in turn, reverent and fierce, and 
she looks back at Greenlight with those silent questions in her 
optics again, burning even brighter. The sight of her, of both 
of them, makes Greenlight want to bundle them all away in 
the deepest corner of their home, the rest of the world left to 
rust. 


“We both missed you,” Gauge tells Greenlight as she peeks 
away from Arcee. That smile is back, if it was ever gone at all. 
“We were going to go see my quarters but Arcee said that we 
should wait for you, since you’re invited.” 


Her spark feels like it might burn out of her chest. Before 
she knows it, she’s taken a knee in front of Gauge and her 
hands are back on her, Arcee’s quick to rejoin them. “Are you 
tired of us already?” she makes herself joke, hands pressed to 
Gauge’s shoulders like she can keep her there, fingers tight 
around Arcee’s in a silent plea. 


Gauge gasps and jumps forward to wrap her arms around 
Greenlight this time. She pulls back and looks at Greenlight 
with a decent impression of the face the Arcee had used to 
reassure her when she’d been nervous that first night. “Of 
course not!” she says with soothing pats on Greenlight’s 
back. “I love being here with you! But | need to know my new 
home.” 


It takes every scrap of self-control she has not to blurt out 
that Gauge isn’t ready for that, not yet, not in this world 
that’s so much crueler than the one that she was born from 
yesterday. She darts a glance up at Arcee, who looks so much 
in pain that Greenlight almost checks her over for damage 
before she recognizes it as a reflection of her own feelings. 


Oblivious, Gauge bounces between them. Greenlight’s grip 
on her eases, though she doesn’t relax, and as she stands, 
she runs her hands down from those little shoulders. Arcee 
follows as Gauge obligingly raises her arms so that Greenlight 
can trail all the way to those little hands. The three of them 
twine their fingers all together, Gauge huffing at how much 
higher their reach is than hers but giggling again when they 
briefly lift her. 


“We can’t expect her to stay her whole life with us,” Arcee 
says even as her fingers tighten, “no matter how much we 
want to keep her.” 


“But so soon?” 


“We’re behind schedule,” Arcee reminds her, gentle but firm. 
The set of her jaw is brittle. “| don’t want the unrest hindering 
Gauge more than it has already.” 


“You can visit me!” Gauge is quick to assure them both. “And 
you can even stay with me tonight, if you want. Arcee said 
that my quarters will have been stocked for me, so | can make 
refreshments!” 


“| think an overnight sounds fun,” Arcee says, face softening 
out into a smile as she looks down at Gauge. She meets 
Greenlight’s gaze. “We have a lot of things we still need to 
discuss before tomorrow anyway.” 


Greenlight doesn’t respond for a long moment-- then she 
nods, resolute. She steps back, lets go with one hand to settle 
beside Gauge. Arcee follows suit so that they’re holding 
Gauge from either side. Gauge starts her bouncing back up 
in earnest, holding tight and swinging their arms along with 
hers as she leads the way with a skip in her step, forgetting 
that she doesn’t know where she’s going. Yesterday, they 
might have waited longer to correct her, let her explore. 
Yesterday is a long way in the past. 


When they reach her new quarters, they'll have to talk to 
her. Have to explain before she hears from somewhere else. 
But the tragedy is new yet, hardly more than an uneasy 
whisper on the streets. Not at all hard to miss beneath the 
pattering clang of new feet on the ground and the whistling 
of a carefree tune. They still have time for Gauge to enjoy 
this world and its promises before she has to know what it’s 
become. When they do tell her, enshrined in her own home, 
they'll make sure she knows, too, that they'll be beside her all 
the way. 


And as she meets Arcee’s gaze again over Gauge’s head, 
Greenlight knows that they'll build her a new world, brick by 
brick, if they have to. 
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by Gorn Dae 


Anode worked best under pressure. Mostly. It was true when 
she knew what she was doing, at least. Which was why she'd 
promised Lug a proper Act of Profference next time they 
went planetside, to force herself to actually figure out what 
to get for her courtmate, with whom she already shared... 
well, basically everything. But Lug had wanted to be properly 
courted before they sparkbonded, and Anode had never been 
one to half-aft things she did for her girl. 


Anode knew Lug, and that was perhaps part of the problem. 
Anything Lug truly wanted as a gift, Anode had already 
gotten her. New tools, fancy polish, a spa visit, those were all 
things she’d give Lug as a normal forge-cycle or anniversary 
gift. Were all things she had given as gifts before, for those 
occasions or simply to celebrate a job gone well by spoiling 
her girl a little bit. She folded her arms behind her helm, 
following just a step behind Lug as they walked down the 
hall of the museum. Perhaps something sentimental would 
work? She had a shiny rock the size of her fist from their 
first job together, handing over that with some pretty words 
would be straight of out a holo-drama for sure. 


Or she could always go super-traditional, take Lug out for a 
primp and polish and then to dinner, make an evening of it. 
Lug reached up without looking, and Anode lowered her arms 
to let her courtmate grab her by the elbow and steer her into 
another exhibit, this one on artefacts from one of the local 
proto-civilisations. Mostly. They’d been hired to retrieve some 
artefacts which originated offworld, and to Anode’s practiced 
optic it was easy to tell which ones those were. And the client 
hadn’t mentioned any moral objections to them potentially 
taking things from here for their own personal use... 


“You're in a good mood.” Lug remarked as they strolled down 
the street, hand in hand. 


“What can | say? Beautiful city, beautiful company-” Lug 
giggled, and Anode stooped to brush a kiss along the top of 
her helm without breaking stride. 


“And everyone on the planet can see how pretty my girl is!” 
she gestured at the posters of them on the wall up ahead, 
interspersed with pictures of one of the artefacts they'd 
stolen. Each batch seemed to have a different one on display, 
which she thought was silly. It should have one poster of each 
of the artefacts, not multiples of one. 


“You're incorrigible.” Lug sighed. 

“You love it~” Anode teased, booping Lug on the nose. “And, 
speaking of love...” she stopped, and Lug turned quickly to 
face her. 

“What did you do?” 


“Nothing, promise.” Anode laughed. 


“You've always done something.” Lug poked her in the chest. 
“Now, how illegal was it this time?” 


“Mmmm, not sure.” Anode mused. She hadn’t actually checked 
where the local government drew the line between Theft and 
Grand Theft. “Nobody got hurt, if that’s what you’re worried 
about.” 


“| can’t take you anywhere.” Lug sighed, as if they hadn’t 
come here specifically to rob a museum. 


“But you love me, right?” Anode grinned. Lug looked up at 
her, and Anode’s spark went all gooey at the soft, warm smile 
that graced her courtmate’s beautiful face. 


“Yeah, | love you.” 


“Good, because this would be really awkward otherwise.” 
Anode joked, reaching into her subspace. Lug’s helm tilted 
slightly, her field rippling with curiosity. Curiosity which 
quickly turned to shock, then delight as Anode lowered 
herself to one knee like the organics in those romcoms her 
beloved had been watching lately. 


“Lug of Celestial Tetracornacapria, light of my spark, | present 
this ring to you as my Act of Profference.” she pulled out the 
piece of jewellery, which probably hadn’t been forged as a 
ring but was just the right size to fit on one of Lug’s sturdy 
digits. 


“You didn’t.” Lug gasped, field flaring with shock and delight 
as she held out her hand. 


“The gem matches your paint, | couldn’t resist.” Anode 
beamed, sliding the ring onto Lug’s finger and delighting in 
the laugh that spilled from Lug’s vocaliser. 


“| accept your Act of Profference.” Lug murmured, sliding her 
arms around Anode’s neck. “As | have accepted your Acts of 
Intimacy and Disclosure. Now, let’s get off this dustball and 
I'll show you an Act of Affirmation we'll never forget.” 


“Yes ma’am!” Anode beamed, and one long-practiced manouever 
later she and Lug were away in the sky. The sooner they were 
offworld, the sooner she could give Lug her spark. 
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by Enfe 


She stood alone. 


The other sharpshooters gathered in pairs: one sniper, one 
spotter. Nightracer didn’t need a spotter. Her specialized 
programming allowed her to split her optical feeds in two: 
one eye to scan the area, one eye to zoom in on her target. 


She worked better alone. She couldn't tolerate a partner who 
wasn’t her equal and, to be honest, none of them were. 


Esmeral began the mission brief. Nightracer grinned as she was 
assigned one particular target: the Autobot field commander. 


She could hear the other sharpshooters whispering to one 
another behind her back. They called her cold, standoffish. 
She was simply not interested in most of what they had to 
say. If they had something important to say about Decepticon 
victory, then she would gladly listen, but if they didn’t, then 
they were wasting her time. Time she could better spend 
putting an end to the Autobots. 


She didn’t care what they were saying about her. She was the 
best sniper the Decepticons had, and they were not. 


Snuggled in a shallow depression with her sniper rifle, the 
mountain at her back, Nightracer took aim. Her crosshairs 
wandered over Pyra Magna’s frame. On this assignment, 
the kill was less important than rendering Pyra Magna 
unable to lead her troops during the upcoming battle. 
Yet Nightracer could not bring herself to take an easy 
shot when she knew she was precise enough to succeed 
at an instant kill. 


Nightracer zeroed in on Pyra Magna’s forehead. Her finger 
tightened on the trigger. Her targeting computer calculated 
the wind speed and direction. She made a minute adjustment 
to her weapon and... 


A sudden blinding pain ripped through Nightracer’s right leg. 
She’d been shot from behind. 


Nightracer had one horrifying half-second in which to realize 
that if she’d had a spotter covering her, nobody would have 
been able to sneak up behind her. 


She spent that half-second rolling over and sitting up instead. 
Her long-range optic scanned the terrain for the enemy sniper, 
but her close-range optic saw something first: a huge vehicle 
barreling towards her at full speed. 


A moment later, her long-range optic picked up something 
purple behind a large rock. Javelin. An Autobot who was far 
too good a shot for having only one optic, but Javelin had been 
built that way, and was probably better adjusted to it than an 
empurata victim. 


That made the massive beige-and-blue truck Roadmaster. 
Nightracer knew she was in trouble. Nightracer was a sports 
car, built for speed, while Roadmaster’s frame had clearly 
been designed by someone who valued brute force. 


Javelin should have fired another shot by now. The fact that 
she hadn’t meant that the Autobots didn’t want Nightracer 
dead. No, they wanted her crippled. Injured enough to capture 
alive. 


Nightracer hissed through her teeth and vowed to save the 
final shot in her handgun for herself. She would not give the 
Autobots the satisfaction of shaming her. 


Suddenly, a missile shot past right over Nightracer’s head. It 
slammed into Roadmaster’s bumper and exploded. 


What was happening? Nightracer tried to get up and sank 
back down to her knees as her right leg refused to bear her 
weight. She was still better off than Roadmaster. The truck 
had rolled over completely. Roadmaster changed shape and 
stumbled, clutching her left side. 


Maybe Javelin would change her mind and decide that 
Nightracer was better off dead. She lifted her rifle and took 
aim at Javelin. Nightracer heard a noise like a jet landing 
behind her, but it didn’t shake her concentration. She pulled 
the trigger. 


“You hit Javelin in the shoulder,” a voice said. 
Nightracer heard the sound of null rays spooling up. 


Roadmaster looked at Nightracer and her...new associate... 
and clearly had second thoughts. The Autobot popped off 
an array of smoke grenades to cover her retreat. When the 
smoke cleared, Nightracer saw Roadmaster and Javelin high 
on the mountain, limping away. She fired one more shot at 
them before they vanished. 


Then Nightracer turned around and almost died on the spot 
from the utter humiliation of being rescued by Leozack. 
Deathsaurus’s mouthy Air Commander was never going to 
shut up about this. Before long the entire Decepticon army 
would know that Nightracer had needed Leozack to save her. 


No. Not Leozack. 


They’d been built as identical twins, but one of them had 
subsequently customized her frame: Lyzack, Leozack’s sister, 
the shadow to his light. 


Nightracer didn’t care about gossip, but sometimes she heard 
it anyway, and when she heard something often enough, it 
tended to stick in her mind. Word among the ranks was that 
Lyzack wasn’t much of a fighter. She spent most of her time in 
the rear echelon, monitoring communications and...Nightracer 
didn’t know what all Lyzack did. It was likely something both 
important and incredibly boring. 


Nightracer hoped Lyzack knew how to keep her mouth shut. 
Probably not. Lyzack would want everyone to know that she 
wasn’t entirely useless in combat. 


Lyzack held out her hand, offering Nightracer help getting up. 


Nightracer was already ashamed of needing backup. She 
didn’t want the further embarrassment of needing anything 
else. She struggled to her feet, rested all of her weight on her 
good leg, and gazed at Lyzack. 


She should probably say thank you. 


The words clogged in her throat. She managed a nod of 
acknowledgement, at least. 


“You’re welcome,” Lyzack said. 


Nightracer tried not to squirm and barely succeeded. She felt 
so uncomfortable, but the best defense was always a good 
offense. “Don’t you dare say | need a spotter.” 


Lyzack tilted her head. “Oh, | didn’t do it to be your friend. | did it 
because the Decepticon army needs its best sharpshooter alive.” 


Nightracer gaped. She’d been bracing for some awkward 
attempt at “taking care” of poor lonely little Nightracer. 
Instead, she’d gotten a no-nonsense utilitarian answer. The 
kind of answer Nightracer herself was fond of giving to others. 


Nightracer decided to raise her opinion of Lyzack by quite a 
lot, actually. “Fair enough.” 
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Post-war parties are almost worse than the pre-war ones. 


In this post war world, slow with grief and the ache of recovery, 
there’s nothing but stagnant calm. Former ‘Cons pass former 
‘Bots, weak highgrade spritzer clutched in shell-shocked hands, 
exchanging grudging glances. 


Flamewar is choking on their attempt at peace. 


Soundwave had insisted on her attendance. A decade past the 
war’s end was a milestone, he’d said, to be honored by the few 
remaining true Decepticons. She wasn’t quite needed - first 
pick was the famous ones. Second were the soldiers who'd 
integrated. She’s third string, a crowd filler. 


The only familiar faces are ones she doesn’t want to see; famous 
faces, famous scars. She’s contemplating the lighter in her 
pocket and the volatility of modern mass produced high grade 
when the nightmare in pink approaches her. 


Elita-1’s grin is wicked sharp. Her arm drapes heavy over 
Flamewar’s shoulders. Her fingertips feel like ice as they tap 
along the top of her shoulder pauldrons. “So,” she purrs, her 
voice reduced to gravel and rasp. “| heard you were bored.” 


“Bored enough. Maybe not enough. Depends on why you’re 
here, talking about it.” 


“I’ve maybe got a job for you.” Those Autobot blue optics, cold 
as any back-line shadow walking Spec-Op’s from the war, meet 
hers. A shiver like a bristled cat settles along her shoulders. 


Even Flamewar, perennial street corner sitter, knows her own 
employability. “And what sort of job needs a noncompliant?” 


“The kind where violence is the expectation.” 


Excitement sparks in her chest. She reaches up to worm her 
fingers between Elita’s. Her forearm presses into the delicate 
cording of Flamewar’s throat, a threat not quite realized. “And 
what is this violence for?” 


“Do you really care to know?” Elita is urging her through the 
crowd, slow, like a dance. A hand snaps out, and then two slim 
glasses are clutched, tilted, between her fingers. “Take a drink.” 


“Hardly what | call a drink.” She takes it. She’s shuffled out onto 
the grand balcony that rings the ballroom, mostly empty, with a 
railing lit with small, soft lights in blues and greens. 


Ittakes her along moment to recognize the mechs in the far corner 
of the space and dredge their files from the folders they’d been 
shuffled to once the war’s end came. Most — hulking Strika, sharp 
mouthed Arcee, Nautica of post-war fame — are familiar. The last, 
a haughty Seeker with a cruel mouth and a tall Velocitronian, are 
strangers. None of them are Flamewar’s sort of mech. 


“Quite a party here,” Flamewar says. The energon spritzer sits 
sour in the back of her mouth. 


“| thought so,” Elita says. She releases Flamewar to sketch a 
short bow to the other women, glass balanced between her 
fingers. “Flamewar, my dears, has agreed to help us.” 


“Does she even know what we’re doing?” Nautica asks. 


“Do | need to?” Flamewar mutters into the lip of her glass. 
“| assumed | was just blowing slag up.” 


“It’s more difficult that that—“ 
“Not really. So. What am | blowing up?” 


“It’s less the pyrotechnics we need you for...” 
+t 


They need her for her other talent: incitement. They need a 
distraction, and a big one. 


Arcee is a sharp presence beside her as the others scatter. 


Arcee is not the fierce, befanged thing that used to stare out of 
the posters. Flamewar notices that she’s quiet — her frame, her 
steps. Peace has left her without weapons, but she moves as if 
she were armed, as if everyone should get the Pit out of her way 
because if they didn’t she'll draw blazing sword and make them- 


It clears a path. 


Flamewar wraps her hand around her wrist, the plating rough 
with scars under the paint and drags her towards the buffet. 
The wallflowers lingering near the empty desert tables scatter. 
She turns on heel, staring up at her. She’s nearly eye level with 
her spark. It’s a good view. 


“This isn’t going to work if we can’t make enough of a distraction 
for them not to blame us for causing it, Pinky.” 


“And what do you suggest?” 


“Something better than this.” Flamewar grabs a plate of cake, 
stuffing it in her mouth. Chewing helps her think. The hard 
icing cracks against her teeth. A better weapon than a meal, she 
thinks, thoughts as sour as her long-gone drink. 


Ah. 


“We're in a room filled with childish afts.” She tilts the plate 
back and forth, watches as the cake stands stiff as clay on it. 
“And this is the first time in millenia that wasting what we’ve got 
is an option.” 


“Messy.” The sneer Flamewar expects to tag along doesn't; 
there’s a smile hiding in the corners of her mouth. “But everyone 
is watching. Elita doesn’t want us seen.” 


“They’re watching you. I’m just a tagger-on. A lucky sonuffa, but 
| ain’t shit.” She tilts the plate back, the fingers of her free hand 
pressed flat over the top edge. Then, with the slick, sharp sound 
of plating against glass, she lets go. The half-eaten cake flings 
itself into the air! She watches its arc, trailing crumbs and icing. 
It hits the side of a former frontline tanker and splatters in a 
spray of crumbs. 


He turns. His hand comes up to brush at the crumbs stuck to his 
shoulder. “You-!” 


Flamewar darts into the crowd, laughter bubbling out of her 
chest like an energon spring. Food follows after her; the edge of 
a piece of pie splatters, wet and sticky, across her spoiler wing. 


But she’s lucky - the mech’s aim is only good twice, and he has 
four arms. 


Chaos, sweet as any song, erupts around them. 
t+tF 


Arcee is laughing. The sound makes Flamewar turns cake 
squishing between her fingers. 


Because she laughed. 


The sound is rusty, a nail caught in a blender, and it lights up 
her expression. Her eyes are the blue of a dwarf star. There’s 
a streak of frosting edging the curved bit of her helm, around 
her audial. Someone had dared to hit her. Or someone’s aim had 
gone wide and managed what few ever had before. 


The ballroom is a rush of noise and flying confectionaries. The 
musicians plinking away at their instruments in their corner had 
long taken up righteous riffs and warbling, screaming lyrics. 
Half the lights have food smeared on them. 


And Arcee is laughing. 


(They win the day - of course they do. 
Flamewar only cares that they ask her back.) 
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